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fellow prisoner to the merchant that I couldn't aOord to get even a
day's sursisfor trafficking in privileges. Therefore, if he didn't help me
at the confrontation, I was prepared to tell the whole truth about the
demobilization papers, even if it meant suHering a heavy sentence.
Without my knowing it, another inllucnce was working in my
favour. The merchant ran to the police not so much in white fury
but to forestall any unpleasant developments. Being an underworldly
wise fox, he must have decided to get everybody in before anybody
could turn on his shady affairs. Yves and ( weren't enough: his pal,
the lawyer, knew of the papers, too. So he went for him, trying
to get him in with us. But the lawyer was no fool; moreover, he
was a man of experience. He hit back, telling him he didn't mind
goincr to jail but the merchant would follow and the whole past of
the merchant would be brought up and that would make the mer-
chant stay in for donkey's years. And, which was decent: of him,
he told him he must get me out, otherwise he would squeal on
him, too. So when, about i $th March, we faced each other before
the judge, it was a subdued merchant of diamonds, non-existing
demobilization papers and nebulous dollars that sat opposite me.
It was a warm Spring day. In the cool cellar of the Palais dc
Justice I met the false policeman. He looked like a joke; the panto-
mime crook. Low forehead, hat pulled over the eyes, and the rest
of it. He was proud of himself. He told me it was on the Canebi&re
that he ran into the merchant who then called she police. I modestly
suggested to him that having been so cautiout as to walk about the
Canebierc a few days after the hold-up wouldn't it: be wiser if after
serving his sentence lie gave up crookedness as a vocation? He
thought he had been clever and would be cleverer in the future.
I also asked him why he used a policeman's badge, and a revolver.
That was tautology. He countered he fancied himself in the simul-
taneous task of police and hold-up man. I sadly shook my head.
Before the judge he was going to recant. lie intended to say,
which I believe was true, that he did know Yves and knew he was
meeting the merchant, but the robbery was his own independent
work. In the corridor there was normal sunshine and normal light;
that made me dizzy. But in the judge's room the shades were
drawn and that was better. The judge questioned me about the
visa, and I said that all I thought was that Yves who knew someone
at the Prefecture, might save the merchant from waiting too long
in the queue. The merchant corroborated that. Not a word was
asked about Yves and the false policeman. The merchant was like
a dove. The whole situation looked as though I were an uninterested
witness, who was losing an hour or so of his time by having to come